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Newark... 


THE YOUNG MEN’S STORE 


IF YOU GET BY OUR WINDOWS without stopping, you pass up op- 
portunity---and decidedly! 


Behind the glass you'll find a men’s store overflowing with the latest and best in 
clothing and furnishings. Only a few of the good things are shown in the windows 
friend, but they reflect the general high character of our new fall and winter stock. 


fill the latest styles in Neckwear, Sweaters, Shirts and Hats 


THE UNION 
| 


Come in and see for yourself, the splendid selection we have for you. 


The Daylight Store 
West Main - 36 - West Main 








_ Arcade Barber Shop “YO GHAIRS, NOC DICK CURRY 


Proprietor 
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EDITORIALS 


The more ginger the members of the 
football team put into their practice the 
spicier the game they will play. 


Don’t be a “knocker!’”’ That class of 
people causes discontent and trouble in 
the world. They discredit and discourage 
every thing that is done and see no good 
in anything. They even pervade the 
school condemning every new project that 
is suggested and denouncing every change 
that is made. Do they give these new 
plans a chance? Hardly. As soon as these 
mental dyspeptics have discovered: their 
existence they become a target for their 
cynical philosophy. 

The ‘‘knockers’’ see only the weak 
points in the football team; find fault 
with the basketball team; criticise the 
debate team, while they see no good what- 
ever in the baseballaggregation. Butifthey 
should be asked to do their share in any 
of these teams, they refuse, thus giving 
them no excuse to criticise what they will 
not help to make a success. 

We suppose that this paper will come in 
for its share of “hard knocks” but in this 
case, as in the others, everybody that does 
not do his share is to blame, as the suc- 


cess of the ‘Reveille’? depends on the 
student body. 


Thus do these followers of the doctrine 
of Diogenes proceed to commit all things 
to the boneyard. 


Of course there are some students who 
do not take kindly to the new system of 
rhetoricals and it is with some trepidation 
that they view the proposed public pro- 
grams. This position is taken probably 
because they do not recognize the great 
value of such work. 


The world today is demanding men who 
are efficient and of quick judgment and 
who have the power to express their opin- 
ions in a concise manner. Efficiency is a 
big factor but the man possessing it in 
the highest degree is often kept back just 
because he lacks the force to drive him to 
the front. The man with ready speech 
plus knowledge is much more likely to 
succeed than the one who has the same 
intelligence but lacks the power of ex- 
pression. 


- 


We measure success as the small boy 
does who steals apples; the more obstacles 
that are to be overcome the better and the 
sweeter the fruit tastes. 


The secret of having lessons well pre- 
pared in a reasonably short time is con- 
centration. Many students spend much 
time on their books that is needless or are 
unprepared because they do not concen- 
trate their thoughts. The mind cannot 
follow successfully two channels. of 
thought at the same time, so the obvious 
conclusion is that one or the other must 
be dropped in order to derive any benefit 
from either one. Dream while you dream 
but study while you study. 


It has been said that you get out of 
school just what you put into it. The rea- 
son so many students do not get interested 
in their work is just because they only do 
what is absolutely required. Then the 
lessons become a drudgery and in a short 
time are neglected or dropped altogether. 
Although the regular work is very neces- 
sary nevertheless something is needed to 
stimulate interest. 
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Athletics, musical organizations, debate 
teams and other literary pursuits as are 
afforded, all tend not only to lessen the 
monotony of the daily grind but also to 
serve aS an incentive toward greater 
achievements in all branches. But there 
is the objection that the regular lessons 
will be neglected. This seems to be a nar- 
row view, and as a rule is not true, for if 
a student has plenty of time it is not spent 
generally on his books but squandered. 

Bear in mind our motto “tibi seris, 
tibi metis’’ and remember that the benefits 
from an educational course are reaped ac- 


cording to the quantity and quality of the 
work put into it. 


Some people are always complaining 
that they never have time to do anything, 
but the time they spend in making such 
excuses for negligence would be sufficient 
to perform those impossible tasks. Para- 
doxically speaking the people who have 
the most time have the least time. 


We are sorry indeed that the Freshmen 
have become such staid Stoics for they 
certainly must have been converted to 
stoicism judging from their locals. 


Class of 711! for your stalwart flag pole 
we cannot express our thanks in suitable 
words except in volumes still we are sure 
that each one of us looks with pride and 
a silent gratitude upon the landmark of 
your sojourn here. 


Self-confidence gives others confidence 
in you. 


Idle gossip has condemned more people 
than any court. 


If the cost of living gets much higher 
some people will have to go hungry to 
the moving picture shows. 


All things come to those who wait but 
tis better to meet ’em half way. 


LITERARY DEPARTMENT 


A MISTAKE 


Hsther was standing by the table, tak- 
ing hurried stitches in a skirt she had torn. 
It was ten o’clock; in fifteen minutes the 
‘lights out’ bell would ring. She heard 
a light tap on the door, and before she 
had time to turn around, heard it open 
and close. A girl, attired in a kimona, 
was standing just inside the door, listen- 
ing. Her thick, light hair was hanging iu 
curls around her shoulders and when she 
finally turned around her eyes danced 
and sparkled with mischief, 


‘““Gee!’’ she said, “I was awfully afraid 
that Miss Harding saw me ’cause her door 
was open. I Know it’s awfully late, dear, 
but please don’t scold. I just had to come 
in and tell you my news. I have been so 
busy making fudge and tea that I just 
couldn’t come before... The awfullest 
thing’s happened. What do you spose?” 


Then she went on without waiting for 
an answer. “My cousin, Virginia Heed, is 
going to stop off here on her way home 
from—someplace—lI don’t remember 
where. I just found her letter which was 
mailed a week ago.”’ 


“Well, Marie, what’s so awful about 
that? You said that she is beautiful and 
accomplished, has traveled a great deal, 
and——’’ put in Esther soothingly. 


“That’s what is worrying me now,” she 
interrupted. ‘When Maude Clarke went 
around bragging about her sister being 
presented at court and all that, it made me 
tired, so I began on my cousin. I never 
saw her and I don’t know a thing about 
her or what she looks like. I just drew 
on my imagination for a description of 
her. If she doesn’t measure up to my 
standards I never will hear the last of it.’ 
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“Well! let me think,’ said Esther, 
meditatively. ‘‘Can’t you arrange to see 


Virginia in the city before she comes 
here. Arrange to meet her at the station 
with one of the teachers. Miss the last 
car out and stay in Washington 4ll night. 
If she isn’t beautiful and accomplished 
tell her you want to carry out some joke 


and introduce her by another name. Now — 


run on to bed before you are caught if 
you want the privilege of going into town 
on the day she expects to arrive.’’ 


“You won’t tell on me, will you, Carey?”’ 
she asked, turning to Esther’s room-mate, 
“and don’t you dare to breathe a word of 
this to any of the girls,’ she warned 
“Look out and see if the coast is clear, 
Esther, that’s a dear.’’ When Bsther an- 
swered in the affirmative she called, 
“Good night,’’ and ran down the hall.| 


“Dear me! That child will be the death 
of me,’’ sighed Esther, and then she 
smiled; for, although Marie was so small 
that many took her for a Freshman, she 
was the oldest girl in the Senior class. 


She came from a wealthy family near 
New York and she was the only girl and 
had two older brothers; she was very much 
spoiled and also fond of having her own 
way. When she entered the school near 
Washington she was a year older than any 
other girl in her class. This was due to 
the fact that she had not started in school 
until she was almost eight. 


Marie, whose last name was Howard, 
had had a hard time at first to obey all 
the rules but by the time she was a Senior 
she had conquered everything but her 
love for mischief. 


Kisther Cady, one the other hand, was 
not quite seventeen and the brightest girl 


in her class. She could change from the 


most studious to the most frivolous 
moods. Her recitations were almost al- 
ways perfect but she was also the leader 
in a spread or picnic. 


The next week Marie managed to scrape 
through her classes with only one zero. 
When Friday came and it was time to 
start for the train she had Esther and 
Carey inspect her all over for she always 
forgot something important. 


“See, Esther, for once I have everything. 
Here is my money to spend, in this pock- 
etbook and Miss Jones has my ticket mo- 
ney. My waist and skirt are fastened to- 
gether by three big safety-pins and I 
haven’t a single piece of jewelry on. Oh 
my goodness! I haven’t any handkerchief. 
end me yours, please. Here comes Miss 
Jones, bood-bye,”’ and all-a-flutter Marie 
started on her journey. 


“There it goes,’’ complained Hsther. “I 
said positively that I wouldn’t lend Marie 
another handkerchief this term and here 
J am, breaking my perfectly good resolu- 
tions already.” 


“Oh, well! Forget about it,’? advised 
Carey. “It’s time for ‘‘Lab’’ now and after- 
wards I'll set ’em up for an ice at Huyler’s. 
I got my allowance this morning.” 


“Thanks. I have ‘‘Math’ now. Where 

shall I meet you? Im the dormitory? 
Don’t forget now.” 
“~ In the meantime Marie was having an 
awful time in the city. She insisted upon 
buying chocolates on the train although 
Miss Jones advised her not to. When she 
got to Washington she had a terrible 
toothache and by accident let Miss Jones 
fiud it out. She was hurried tu a dentist 
wiere she was kept over an hour. Then 
she called a cab and hurriedly gave the 
name of the station. Hurrying to the first 
window she saw, she asked if the train was 
in. Receiving the information that it was 
twenty minutes late she found a seat fac- 
ing a clock and counted the minutes. At 
last the train drew in and many people got 
off Among these Marie could not find 
one girl who was traveling alone and had 
decided in despair to return to the school 
when her eyes rested on the sign over the 
dour. Then she looked again as if she 
could not believe her eyes. 


“My stars! she exclaimed. “This isn’t 
the place. Virginia is coming by the other 
road. I never thought of it until just 
this minute. Whatever will I do?” 

“The only thing to do is to go to the 
other station and see if her train is jn 
If it is perhaps she is already at the schon! 
said Miss Jones. 
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“Well, come on. Here’s a ‘taxi’ now’ 
and Marie fairly pushed her teacher inta 
the machine. 


“I beg your pardon, Miss,’’ began the 
driver. 


“Oh! That’s all right. Hurry up, drive 
to the Central Depot as quickly as pos- 
sible,” broke in Marie. 

“Yes, Miss.”’ 

“Are you sure this is a ‘taxi,’ Marie? 
asked Miss Jones with some apprehension. 

“IT don’t know and I don’t care. I think 
it is. We have to get there and this man 
is going fast enough,’ Marie answered, 
although she was so excited that she 
didn’t realize what she was talking about. 


“Oh! here we are,” she went on. ‘‘For 
once I have the right change. Here’s your 
money. Is that right?’’ holding it out to 
the man. 


“Money! Who are you? This isn’t a 
‘taxi’ This is Mrs. Graham’s private car. 
I came down to meet Mrs. Graham’s niece 
and I supposed that you was she.” 


“Heavens! I’ve done it now,” and 
Marie collapsed on the nearest truck while 
Miss Jones tried to pacify the now angry 
chauffeur. When at last she turned 
around Marie had disappeared. She found 
her talking excitedly to the ticket agent. 


“How long ago did the train from the 
South come in? Fifteen minutes ago? Oh 
dear! Did you notice a girl about my age? 
No, I don’t know what she looked like. 
You didn’t see any? Oh, what will I do?” 


Here Miss Jones came to the rescue, 
and, after questioning the ticket agent she 
turned to Marie. ‘‘The only thing to do,” 
she explained, “‘is to return home on the 
next train. Perhaps your cousin has gone 
to a hotel and will telephone to you in the 
morning. There is a train out in an hour. 
Shall we go and do some shopping now?” 


About two hours later, when Marie and 
Miss Jones entered the house, they heard 
many voices intermingled with laughter. 
Thinking that someone had an entertain- 
ing caller Marie slipped upstairs to dress 
for dinner, taking as little time as pos- 
sible in making her, toilet, as she wished 
to make her appearance before the com- 
pany left. When she ran down the stairs, 
Esther hurried to meet her. 


‘‘Marie Howard!”’ she exclaimed. 
“Where have you been? We have had the 
finest time this afternoon.’’ 


Then she turned to the group of girls 


in the doorway and waved her hand. 
With one accord they separated, display- 
ing in their midst a girl, attired in a pink 
party gown. She was marvelously beau- 
tiful with her brown curly hair arranged 
in the latest style and her large smoke- 
colored eyes fringed with long, black 
lashes. A very mischievous expression 
came into her face and her eyes twinkled 
with merriment as she stepped forward. 


“YT want to introduce you to your cou- 
sin, Virginia Heed, whom you tried to meet 
in Washington this afternoon. She has 
been entertaining us for two hours,” 
Esther began to explain. But Marie had 
collapsed limply, in the nearest chair. 


Mew Eoe,, “14 


I sit once more in study hall, 

And watch the flies walk up the wall; 
I know it is a sin. 

My thoughts will run on fair base ball, 
My lessons I don’t learn at all, 


I hate so to begin. 


In class it often comes my turn; 

But I have never wished to learn; 
] hate so to recite; . 

And though sometimes I really yearn 
To know a little, [1] ne’er burn, 


With intellectual light. 
As #8, ’16. 
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INDIAN STORIES 
AN INDIAN MOUND 
The Indian Maid raised her tear stained 


. face from her task of pounding corn to 


find her father, stern old chief that he was, 
regarding her with bent brows. 

“So my daughter; wherefore those 
iears? Is it not only the cowards that 
weep? Must I call thee Rain-in-the-Face? 
Come, come, my Evening Star, out of that 
mood.’' But Evening Star only bent her 
head lower to hide the tears that were 
called cowardly by her father. 


‘Why do you weep?” 

“T am sad.” 

“Wherefore are you sad?’’ 

He paused as a thought struck him. 


“Ig it that coward Big-Rock who has 
thy thoughts.” 


She looked up at him startled. 


“T will tell you. You shall never be- 
come the squaw of a hostile tribe. Never! 


The leaves and bushes parted behind 
him and an Indian Brave, straight as an 
arrow, and slim as a birch tree stepped 
forth. 


‘Welcome, White-Bear, Chief of the 
Objibways,’’ her father greeted as he re- 
cognized the young chief. 

“Wvening Star go into your tepee.” But 
she did not do as he commanded. In the 
shadows she listened while her father and 
his guest talked in low undertones. ‘Then 
sne sped softly and swiftly to the river 
bank where the moon and the stars looked 
down on her and wondered why she 
grieved. She sank to her knees beside the 
murmuring stream and raised her face to 
the star. 

‘Oh Evening Star, for whom I am 


named, look down on me as here I hie 


and help an Indian maid. Let thy soft 
beams of light descend on me and bless; 
rays fall down on him who holds my heart 
and keep him safe for me.” 

The moon crept up into the heavens 
and cast a strange lignt upon that little 
Hvening Star who sat and grieved for him 
whom she knew to be in danger. 

A crackling of the branches and dry 
leaves made her press her hand to her 
heart and shrink against a tree. White- 
Bear with a triumphant look in his eyes 
stood out seeming taller and straighter 


in the ghostly moonlight to poor Even- 
ing Star as she crouched in the shadow, 


The brave’s eyes wandered about untiJ 
the) finaliy rested upon the little figure. 
With a cry she turned to flee but White- 
Bear’s arms were long and in an instant 
he caught and drew her slowly to him 
looking searchingly into the frightened 
eyes that were raised appealingly to him. 


“Be not frightened little Eyening Star 
your father has given you to me and } 
have come to take you to my tepee.” His 
eyes looked kindly at her as he rested her 
head on his arm and smoothed the dark 
shining hair. 


“Why do you fear me?” She struggled, 
trying to push him from her. 


“TJ hate you and all your tribe! I hate 
you, . 

“Why do you care for Big-Rock more 
than for me?’’ She looked up at him with 
startled and frightened eyes. 


‘How do you know that?’ she asked 
defiantly. Then with a swift movement 
she pushed him from her and fled down 
the narrow path towards her father’s wig- 
wam. Dazed for a moment, he stood, then 
swiftly followed. Half way down the path a 
daring thought flashed across her brain 
as she remembered the conversation of 
her father and White-Bear. Without a 
moment’s hesitation she turned and sprang 
into the thick woods at her right. How 
long she knew not; suddenly she paused. 
Before her was a camp. She saw a soli- 
tary figure standing before a great fire 
listening to the strange noises of the night. 
Now she knew. This was the evening, 
her father’s enemy. Could it be that Big- 
Rock was with them? Or perhaps it was 
another hostile tribe. At the thought she 
turned and fled. The figure before the 
fire started as he heard the rustling and 
crackling under foot and in an instant 
he was in pursuit. 

He caught her as she stumbled and fell 
to her knees. As she raised her face the 
brave gasped: 

“Why are you here my Evening Star?’ 
He held her off waiting for her answer. 

“T heard them telling that your tribe 
was near. White-Bear wanted me. He 
and my father are planning to capture 
and kill you and your warriors before 
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the sun rises. Oh, my Big-Rock, flee, 
flee and I will go with thee.’ “And be 
a coward when I flee? Nay, never! You 
will 1 have without fleeing.” My father 
will kill me when he knows I have be- 
trayed him. Oh Big-Rock, why do you 
hate my tribe?” “I do not hate your 
tribe. It is your father who holds in his 
heart hate for my tribe.’’ He looked down 
into the pale little face. “Listen Hvening 
Star, you will stay here with me. I will 
shelter you and when they come, ere the 
sun rises I will be prepared. One I will 
not kill, that one is your father. His life 
will I shield, whenever I go for your sake.”’ 
He led her into a tepee that she might 
rest, then he called his warriors and made 
ready for the morrow. Silence fell again; 
only the soft little cry of the night bird 
and the murmur and ripple of the stream 
broke the hush, while one lone watcher 
stood gazing into the fire thinking of 
the little maid who was giving her life 
for his sake. A little movement in the 
bushes startled him. 


Could it be a spy, watching his every 
movement? Softly he awakened his war- 
riors and waited. An owl hooted; others 
answered but Big-Rock knew. He was 
cunning and knew the sounds were not 
made by owls but by his foes. who wefe 
trying to deceive him. Silence fell upon 
the land again and in that silence Big- 
Rock parted with Evening Star hiding her 
in the hollow of a tree. 


“Tf Iam killed Little Wyening Star—” 
but suddenly with a war whoop his ene- 
mies appeared a hundred and fifty feet 
away. 


The shouting, the cries and the stifled 
moans of the dying warriors as they were 
trampled underfoot mingled with the rush 
and sob of the river came shudderingly to 
Nivening Star as she crouched in the 
tree’s hollow. Then she saw her chief 
lig-Rock stand forth among his fallen 
warriors. A hunderd feet from him she 
saw her father stern and full of hatred 
taise his bow to shoot and in an instant 
uvver tue fallen bodies she was speeding 
towards her lover who calmly awaited 
death for his bow lay broken beside him 
and he had promised Bvening Star. With 

ery she threw herself before Big-Rock 


just as the arrow with a twang left he) 
father’s bow. On it sped striking her in 
the breast and with a moan she sank 
at her lover’s feet. With a cry Big-Rock 
dropped to his knees beside the little form 
and prayed to the spirits that she might 
safely reach the Happy Hunting Grounds. 
Grieving, her father came and stood above 
her, 

“T have killed thee Little Evening Star. 
Taken thy little life from thee.’’ Slowly 
big-Rock rose from his knees and looked 
at the old chief kneeling with bent head 
beside the still form. 

finally he rose and stretched out his 
hand to Big-Rock and over the body of 
Evening Star the promise to bury the 
tomahawk was made. Swiftly Big-Rock 
and his remaining warriors carried their 
dead to a place between the river and a 
mountain and sadly laid them down; so 
ulso the old chief and his warriors car- 
ried their dead and laid them beside the 
bodies of their one time foes and covered 
all the war painted forms with the sand 
Which they carried from the river banks. 

Big-Rock walked to the body of Little 
Hvening Star and bent his head as though 
he thought she would whisper her fare- 
well. 


“Farewell my Evening Star, there im 
the beyond you are shining and giving 
light to us below. Every night when I 
see ahe Star of Bvening in the sky I shall 
know you have gone there, and that you 
aie smiling down on me waiting till I 
conie.’’ 


With reverent hands he lifted her and 
carried her to the burying place between 
the mountain and the river that the 
whispering trees of the mountain and the 
sobbing waves of the river might lull the 
Little Evening Star to rest. 


Swiftly then they worked making the 
mound which marked their burying place 
till the moon and the stars had risen four 
times in the east. Then Big-Rock stand- 
ing on the newly built mound turned to his 
warriors, ‘“‘When my time comes bury me 
beside Evening Star, here, where 1 plant 
this wild cherry tree.’ 


“Here let my bones rest. But my soul 
shall be there.”” And he pointed towards 
the Star of Evening which smiled down 
on him from its piace in the heavens. 
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Hundreds of years after an Indian chief 
straight and tall and proud; proud of 
his race and his fathers; knowing the 
ways of the world; a traveler of foreign 
lands and a healer of the ailing, stood 
gazing musingly across the fields from 
his place on the mound which he had 
been excavating for the relics of his 
people. No longer the tall trees covered 
the hill before him as his forefathers had 
seen them. No longer the river rushed by 
with a sob and murmur. Now the hill was 
shed of its trees and the grasses covered 
it. Now the river was shallow, a mere 
stream which babbled on, telling no tales 
of the past. 


The chief’s eyes rested finally upon the 
skeletons and skulls lying rotten and de- 
cayed at his feet near a wild cherry tree. 

What were the thoughts that were pass- 
ing in his mind like shadow phantoms 
of death? Was he thinking of his people 
who lay buried here? 


Were these decayed old bones telling 
to him stories of the past? 


Was he thinking of the future when 
his people would be gone perhaps for- 
gotten by the race which called itself 
American and which had taken away the 
land that rightfully belongs to his 
people? 


Did he see as I saw in my imagination, 
Little Evening Star weeping by the side 
of the murmuring stream? 


Did he see the Indian Maid’s lover Big- 
Rock burying that little form with a weep- 
ing heart though the eyes dared show no 
cowardly drops? 


No one can tell his thoughts. Only we 
know that the land his forefathers heid 
and ruled had been taken by the race 
which did not undestand. , 


SELMA HAMANN, 713 





A COME BACK 


Dick Carver started a week late at the 
Westerville High School. That he had ar- 
rived the Saturday before from some- 
where out west and was staying with his 
uncle was all that was known concerning 
him. That they found out later that he 
could play ball, is a minor issue. 


The High School at Westerville, al- 
though not overly large, was very active 
in athletics. But as in so many schools 
the teams were made up mostly of mem- 
bers of the High School ‘Frats,’’ who 
thought they were the real class and a 
few “outsiders,’’ as the non members were 
called by the Fraternity. These ‘“‘Frats” 
often went out of their road to make some 
of these outsiders feel that they were out- 
siders and many an outsider was made to 
quit or squeal by various methods adopt- 
ed by the ‘‘Frats.’’ 


Their foot ball team had been hard at 
work for three full weeks before Dick de- 
cided that he had now time enough to 
practice for a place on the team. He was 
told by a friend that he would have to 
show mighty good work and stiff nerve, 
and that he must not quit or squeal or 
the ‘‘Frats’’ would run him ragged. 


150 7s eee. Oo EE SE SNS RE Ee ee ha 


“But where is the coach?” inquired 
Dick. 


“He doesn’t see I guess,” replied his 
friend. 


“Thanks for your advice, old boy, but 
ll go any way and stay with ’em.” 


That night he appeared upon the foot 
ball field dressed in a faded red sweater 
and a pair of ragged football pants. In 
such togs he didn’t show any surprising 
ruggedness but rather surprising slimness, 
but he looked wiry and tough and with 
his steel blue eyes and his clear faraway 
look, he made one think that he might 
be active and quick as a cat and he a 
bundle of raw nerve. | 


‘“‘Hello, what’s this,’’ the bunch howl- 
ed as they came on to the field. “Is it 
possible that this is a brave little Fresh- 
man out for slaughter?” sang out one.”’ 
“Here you Freshy get me a bucket of 
water’ commenced the bully of the 
bunch. 


“Not on your life,’ protested Dick. 
“What do you think I am out here for? 
To be your porter I suppose?’’ 


“Come on fellows. Who is for tackling 
the dummy,’’ shouted the bully as he dived 
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to tackle Dick, only to be easily dodged 
by the latter. But to dodge thru four was 
an entirely different matter. When the 
coach arrived a few minutes later, Dick 
was at the bottom of a Dutchman’s Pile. 


‘“‘Here! Here! Get off that chap,’’ com- 
manded the coach. ‘“‘What you doing here.”’ 


“Tackling the dummy,” they asserted. 
“Oh! I see,’’ replied the coach. 


Here you, what’s your name?” the 
coach asked Dick. 


‘Dick Carver, sir,’’ he replied. 

“And you’re out for football, I see?’’ 
“Yes, sir.” 

“What place?” 

“End, sit.” 

“Think that you are able to play now?” 
“Yes, sir.” 

“Well, wait until the scriramagcs come 


and you can play end on the defensive 
team.” Going to be out regular after this?”’ 


**V eS. asim’’ 


“Very well, I will give you our signal. 
sheet and you can study up on them. Also’ 


learn the rules.’”’ 
“Alright sir,’ said Dick. 


This was Dick’s initiation and various 
other tricks were pulled off on him, but 
he never squealed nor quit. He was a 
hard speedy player and soon came to be 
respected by them all. They couldn’t work 
a forward pass successfully by his end; 
he always stopped end runs and got his 
man in spite of the interference. The coach 
was having his own trouble however. Jones 
and Blake, the two ends of the last year’s 
team had come to him and told him if 
that Freshman was run in any game in 
place of them, when they were qualified 
and able to play, that they would quit, 
and hinted that more than themselves 
might quit. These two were reasonably 
good players and had had experience. But 
here was this Freshman. Where had he 


seen him before. “I have seen that chap. 


in some game that we have played here, 
but I'l] be hanged if I Know when.” The 
coach was handicapped with the fact that 


he had no other subs and Jones aud Blake 
knew it. “Anyhow this Freshman is the 
real goods and I’ll give him a chance if 
I possibly can.” 


Dick was out for practice regularly, 
but had played in only one quarter after 
Blake had twisted his knee. 


Soon the season’s biggest game came, 
with Preston Academy on Thanksgiving. 
The game showed the bitterness of the 
rivalry between the two schools. Dick 
out on the sidelines watched and waited 
for some chance to get into the game. He 
couldn’t observe anything unusually in 
favor of either side. They picked off 
scrimmage after scrimmage, followed by 
periods of punting, but neither side could 
come near the other’s goal. One, two, 
three quarters were now gone and neither 
side had scored a single point. At the 
last of the final quarter, Dick saw much 
to his anguish, Blake’s twisted knee fail 
The Preston runner swept on around the 
end and was finally tackled by Wester- 
ville’s fullback on their 20 yard line. 


“Oh Carver, take Blake’s place,’ called 
the coach. 


As Dick trotted out he was thinking: 
“Well, I wonder if any of those fellows 
will know me if I bump against them 
in the game. There’s Westguard. He 
ought to know me and there’s Lawrence 
who ought to know me too. But I guess 
not, for 1 am changed and nobody calls 
me the Dooley Bird any more.” 


‘“Hlere, hurry up here, we’ve got only 
four more minutes to play,’’ shouted the 
referee. ‘“‘Get into the game there.”’ 


*“T suppose it will be a kick or a for- 
ward pass now that they are so near,’’ 
thought Dick. A kick was tried and block- 
ed only to have a Preston player fall on it. 
Another kick formation was made. The 
ball was passed back. Westguard, Prest- 
on’s fullback, passed the ball instead of 
kicking it. The instant it was passed Dick 
ran and leaped high in the air and grabbed 
the ball. Straight arming some, he dodged 
the rest and streaked it down the field. 
“A touchdown! A touchdown!” shrieked 
the heretofore silent Westerville crowd. 
“Carver’s got a touchdown.” 
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But as he neared the goal posts he was 
tackled by Westguard in such a way that 
his head was slammed against one of the 
posts. There he lay limp as a rag but 
clutching the ball which was on the line. 


“Great Caesar’s ghost! There is Dooley 
Bird Carver and I have killed him,” 
screamed Westguard, and quickly there 
gathered the usual crowd when any one 
is injured in a game. 


The doctors worked two hours and more 
on Dick before he came back to his ability 
to speak. The first thing he wanted to 
know was if he got there before ‘‘Westy” 
got him. 


Westguard had been led away in a 
hysterical state of mind, but now he came 
back to the hospital in a somewhat calm- 
er condition. 


“What about Carver, doctor, will he 
Jive?’ anxiously questioi ed Westguard. 


“Yes I think he will pull through all 
right,” gravely answered the doctor. 


“Here, young man, you seem to know 
something about Carver,’ said Wester- 
ville’s coach as he grabbed Westguard, 


‘and would you object in telling me some- 
thing about him,’’ he asked as they left at 
the order of the doctor. 


‘Well, it is this way sir,’’ Westguard > 
said, “‘Dick or ‘Dooley Bird’ Carver and I 
were roommates three years ago at Pres- 
ton. At that time he was just as keen 
and nervy a football player as he is now. 
He was never very rugged and as a Fresh- 
man while playing for Preston in this an- 
nual game, he suffered a rather severe 
hemorrhage of the lungs, due to over ex- 
ertion and internal injuries. After he re- 
covered he went out to stay on some ranch 
in the west and I lost track of him. Since 
then I have learned that he has become a 
very poor orphan due to a series of events. 
I think that this is the reason that he 
failed to disclose his identity.” 


“Well, I thought that he was some chap 
I had seen some place before and now I 
remember. Thanks to you.’ 


i might say that Dick recovered in due 
time and perhaps is at this time partici- 
pating in football practice or may be some 
hard tought game. 


f. Be. Nag 14, 








THE FIRST DAYS OF A FRESHMAN 


I am a Freshman in disgrace, 
Laughed at by one and all. 

The High School’s such a great big place, 
And I’m so very small. 


The class rooms are so much the same, 
No difference I see; 

If I get lost I’m not to blame, 
But they all laugh at me. 


My lessons aren’t so hard to learn, 
I’d hate to term them such; 

But when in class it comes my turn, 
I can’t remember much. 


And when at last with stony glance, 
The teacher says, ‘‘Excused,”’ 

I toward my study hall advance. 
With feelings quite misused. 


But O, here come some Sophomores, 
They’ll sympathize; you see 

They enter through the High School doors, 
Last year as green as me. 


They smile a broad and happy smile. 
So I grin back; but then _ 

I find they’re laughing all the while, 
And so I’m sad again. 


The Juniors are much worse I know. 
The Seniors truth to tell, 

A line of sharpened teeth will show, 
They call it smiling well. 

But when the autumn comes again, 
The time will come for me; 

Pll laugh at all the Freshmen then, 

Because you laughed at me. 


AVA BALLOU, 716. 
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ALUMNI DEPARTMENT 


In leaving school, one naturally changes 
one’s ways. Although the class of ’12 has 
been separated only a short time, never- 
theless its members are already scattered 
and are taking up work in the different 
walks of life. Some of this class are yet at 
home: some have left the city; others are 
continuing their education by going to 
various universities; others are now work- 
ing, having secured positions for which 
their High School training has fitted them. 
The great field of life lies open before 
them and we hope that in it. there is a 
bright future for each one. 


What We Hear of the Olass ot °12 


This year the High School finds some 
of the former graduates in its Norial 
Course. Among those who are taking this 
course are: Hsther Banton, Leona Bor- 
roway, Laura Broome, Mary Haymond, 
Florence Hurbough, Esther’ Kissane, 
Dorothy Kelvy, Esther Mayer, Katherine 
Mast, Helen Nichols, Nina Norris and Edna 
Pine, all of the class of ’°12. Forest 
Crouse, Ruth Holler, Virtue Shannon and 
Jennie Wolf, of ’11, are also enrolled in 
this class. 


Many of the best students of this class 
are still pursuing their studies in high- 
er institutions of learning. As Freshmen 
once more, although in college, the fol- 
Jowing students are enrolled in Denison: 
Nellie Ballou, Anabel Conrad, HBdith 
Deming, Frederic Chase, Quincy Cheadle 
and John Ward. 


Mabel Metz, of last year’s class, is at 
Denison, specializing in music. Miss Metz 
gave a recital recently, before going away. 
She was one of Miss King’s pupils. 


Paul Keller is now attending Ohio 
Medical University in Columbus. 


Some have chosen Ohio State University 
as their Alma Mater, and so we find Merle 
Klinck and Roy Priest there, taking the 
Agricultural Course. Paul Davis is also 
there taking the Electrical Engineering 
Course. 


Others are scattered thru various sec- 
tions of the country. At Ohio University 
in Athens are two girls, Grace Grove and 
Eva Warner, taking the Domestic Science 
Course. 


A little farther south we find located at 
Cincinnati, Ethel Dicken, who is pre- 
paring herself for life in the missionary 
training school. 


Vera Deming and Helen Fryman are 
both in Cleveland in the training schools 
for nurses. However they are not at the 
same place, the former being at Lakeside 
Hospital, the latter at St. Luke’s Hospital. 


At Case in Cleveland we find Roy Mill- 
er taking the Science Course. 


Several of this class have been success- 
ful in securing positions in this city. 
Among these is Mary Devore, who is work- 
ing at Meyer & Lindorf’s store. 


Ruth Forry is bookkeeper at Smith’s 
Shoe Factory. 


Hazel McAfee is stenographer at the 
Auditorium Garage. 


Leah May is with the Larus-Altheimer 
Company as bookkeeper and stenographer. 


Walter Orr is working at Carroll’s Dry 
Goods store. 

Anthony Haiptle is employed by Styron 
& Beggs as assistant chemist. 

Irene Simpson will be bookkeeper in her 
father’s garage, which he expects to build 
in the near future, 

Harold Bockoven has a position in the 
B. & O. office. 

The following pupils are teaching in 
the country schols: Nellie Nethers, Bertha 
Woolard, Ralph Porter and also Charles 
Pease, who intends going to college next 
year. 

One of the graduates, Clyde Anderson, 
is in West Virginia, while another, Garvin 
Combs, is as far south as Florida, where 
he is working on a farm. 


Irene Hey is at home studying music. 

We are sorry to know that Florence 
Boyd, a member of this class, has been 
ill the past summer, but are glad that 
she is now convalescing. 


” 
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GENERAL ALUMNI NOTES 


Gladys Laughlin, of ’11, is attending 
Ohio State University this year, while 
Wstella Devlin, also of ’11, is still going 
to Ohio Wesleyan. 


Clyde Adams, who was in the class of 
1911, has been working for the past year, 
but this year is attending Denison. 


Sarah Walker, of ’10, after a two years 
absence from school work, has started to 
Denison. 


There are several of the Alumni now 
living on or near the Granville road, who 
can take the car to and from Granville, 
and who can conveniently live at home 
while attending school. 


Paul Henry, a member of the class of 
1910, has returned to resume his studies 
at Case in Cleveland. 


Martha Hartshorn of °11, is slowly re- 
covering from rheumatism, with which 
she has suffered this summer. 

Recently the marriage of Lawrence 


Beecher to Miss Alice Masten, daughter 
of Mrs. Elizabeth Sanders of Indianapolis, 


was announced. The wedding took place 
at the home of the bride in Indianapolis. 

Mr. Beecher is a graduate of Newark 
High School, of the class of 06. He was 
a member of Swarthmore College, and 
is now employed as a designer for a steel 
structure firm in Indianapolis. 


Mary Lemert of the class of 1911, is 
at Clouse and Schauwakers, where 
she is working aS an apprentice at the 
millinery trade. 

Pearl Mercer of ’06, is now teaching at 
the Central Building. 


Helen Pigg of ’07 is teaching at Wood- 
side this year. She also graduated from 
Denison in 1911. 


Florence Coulter of ’08 and Frank 
Lewis of ’08 were married this summer 
at the bride’s home. They are going to 
make their home.in Indianapolis. 


Max Norpell of ’07, after having 
graduated from Denison, is now going 
to a law school. 


Frances Stevens, a member of the class 
of 1907 is going to the Ohio University 
at Athens, preparing to be a teacher. 


ATHLETICS 


When the first trumpet was sounded 
through our halls, calling together the 
candidates for the great game of the sea- 
son, they appeared very different when 
they were lined up for battle. They 
ranged from the hardened veteran of the 
gridiron who had already gained his re- 
putation and appeared in his old moth- 
eaten sweater to the fresh and blooming 
members of the verdant class, who, al- 
though they knew nothing of the game, 
with a touch of that old N. H. S. grit and 
stick-to-a-tive-ness appeared in their old 
trousers and shirt sleeves and defiantly 
faced the grim warriors of older days, 
determined to win glory for themselves 
and their schoo]. Long and hard have 
they strived, far into the darkening even- 
ings, giving up those pleasures that you 
and I enjoy, so that old Newark might 
have a team who could carry our name 
aud colois to fame and glory. Owing to 
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the work, thought and earnest desire for 
something better, that the fellows have 
put into the team this year, it promises to 
be one of the best that has ever repre- 
sented our school. However, aside from 
the team alone there are three men who 
deserve much credit for their part in our 
predicted success. First of these comes 
Coach Keckley, who from the first has 
taken the greatest interest in the building 
up of a good team out of the raw material. 
It was he, who, during the first week of 
the new school year suinmoned the re- 
spective players together for their first 
practice and ever since then he has been 
continually with them, helping and advis- 





MERLE ORR, Captain 


ing them whenever they needed help and 
sacrificing his own evenings that we might 
be the gainers. The team showed great 
{act and foresight in selecting two such 
nective and energetic fellows as Captain 
Orr and Manager Warner. Orr has been 
‘ith them from the start and if the team 
does not prove a good one it will not be 

Lr uon one fault of the captain, who has 
spent many hours training them for the 
good games to come. The schedule which 
sfape¢ger Wainer has selected for this year 
js one of the best we have ever had, and 
promises to be a very interesting one. 

Tt is as follows: 


At Home 


Oct, iz, N. He S. ys... Open. 
Oct. 26, N. H. S. vs. Zanesville High. 


Nov. 2, N. H. S. vs Hast High, Colum- 
bus. 


Nov. 23, N. H. S. vs. South High, Colum- 
bus. 


Nov. 28, N. H. 8S. vs. Lancaster. 
Abroad 


Sept. 27, N. H. S. vs. Granville High. 
Oct. 5, N. H. S. vs. Coshocton High. 


Oct. 19, N. H. S. vs North High, Colum- 
bus. 


Nov. 9, N. H. S. vs. Mt. Vernon. 
Nov. 16, N. H. S. vs. Doane Academy. 


Now with every prospect of a success- 
ful year in Athletics and everybody con- 
nected with the team, showing so much 
interest and activity, are we the supporters 
of that team going to ‘‘fall down” on our 
share of the work? After all the hard 
work and tedious hours expended, in order 
that the team might be a success, are we 
going to “lie down’? now and let that 
interest that has been manifested, sink 
into oblivion? 


Do you know that the success of the 
team now depends upon you individually, 
that whether or not Athletics will ever 
amount to anything in our school now 
hangs on your shoulders? Do you know 
that for the last five years the largest 
crowds that have attended the games, have 
represented less than twenty per cent of 
the entire student body? In other schools 
a great amount of enthusiasm is shown 
and consequently the pupils turn out “en- 
masse’ to all the games. Are we any ex- 
ception to the rule, do we have to admit 
that we are failures and are unable to 
do that which other schools whom we con- 
sider inferior to ours have accomplished? 
Why can’t we have larger crowds this 
year? If you see to it that you yourself 
attend all the games, and leave your 
friends look after themselves, the crowds 
are bound to be larger. Ther. it follows 
that the team will play more accurately, 
the gate proceeds will be increased, thus 
putting more funds at the disposal of the 
manager, giving him the liberty to arrange 
for better Athletics and that is what we 
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KECKLEY, Coach 


want. Let us make ‘‘Better Athletics” our 
motto this year and with that slogan in 
mind, show an enthusiasm and interest 
that cannot be questioned, and if we do 
our part the team will do theirs, thus 
making the name of Newark High School 
a name of terror to her foes and win- 
ning for ourselves such credit and com- 
mendation as we have never before en- 
joyed. 


Auli & 
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The Largest Engraving House 
in the World 
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Commencement Invitations 
Class Day Programs 
Class Pins 


8. LG. Auld & Co. 
COLUMBUS, OHIO 





LOCALS 


Vera Douce—‘‘Miss Thomas, what are 
the seven deadly sins?”’ 

Miss Thomas—‘‘What are they, Dale 
McNamar?”’ 


Dale—“Murdering, stealing, lying, I 
don’t know whether cussing would be one 
or not.”’ 


Mr. Dickerson—“Upon what point on 
the earth’s surface would you have to be, 
to have no latitude or longitude?” 


Hazel Stevenson—‘‘Just a little north 
of the North Pole.”’ 


Howard Rugg during a discussion of 
school memorials was heard to remark, 
“Well the only memorial the class of 1913 
will leave is myself.”’ 


Mr. Tait in Civies Class—‘‘When I took 
the Constitutional Convention to my 
Civic’s Class.”’ 

Great and small; 

Short and tall; 

Blond and brunnette; 

Slim and fat; 

Sour and sweet; 

Careless and neat; 

Meek and proud; 

Soft and loud— 

That’s what the Seniors look like. 

“Feather Topp, 1913.” 

Heard in. Virgil Class—-Miss Allen 
(after Russell Long had made a rather 
free translation.)—‘‘Translate just what 
is in the book, Russell.’’ 

Russell (translating again )—“‘Then 
they gathered up their Cerelian Corns.” 
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Marjorie Lawhead—“Then Aeneas em- 
barked on a rock.’”’ 

Russel] Long—“Hungry and tired they 
enjoyed the desired sand.”’ 


Miss Allen—‘‘When you take a part of 
one of those Latin sentences as a memory 
passage, how do you read it?” 

Howard Mossman—‘‘Why you start at 
the end and go backwards.” 


Photographer (to Harold Smucker)— 
“It would make a better picture if you 
would put your hand on your father’s 
shoulder.”’ 

Father—‘Huh! It would be more na- 
tural if he would put it in my pocket.”’ 


Helen Hall—‘‘Wycliffe’s translation of 
the “‘Bible’’ was not very wide spread, be- 
cause they had to write every copy, they 
had no typewriters.’’ 


Malcolm Stuckenberg, a member of 
Avenmore High School, but formerly a 
member of the class of 1913 N. H. S. vis- 
ited the school recently. 


Miss Wotring proposes that each boy 
belonging to the “Glee Club” give an 
exhibition of his musical powers in the 
form of a solo. 


Miss Thomas (to Clay Skinner)—‘Did 
you add any words to that poem, Clay?” 

“Yes, a few ” 

“Ts that all?” 

‘Well, several.’’ 


Clay Skinner had recited a poem in 
which the poet calls upon the waves to 
resist their fury. 

Miss Thomas—‘“Clay are you shooing 
the chickens out of your flower bed or are 
you really wheedling the ocean?”’ 

Teacher—‘“‘Can any of you tell me where 
the house of the swallow is?” 

John East (quickly)—‘In the stomach 
of course.’’ 

Miss Wotring—‘You: will find all your 
forms in the back of the book.’’ 


Ned Putnam—‘‘Well, 


you won’t find 
mine there.” 


There was a young lady called Nicholas, 
Of all school she was sick. Alas! 
No rest could she find; her grades were 
behind, 


Oh, that sad young lady called Nicholas. 


Would it be asking too much, that 
they kindly postpone it till the nerves of 


the pupils have been strengthened. Too 
many mental disturbances .are not 
healthful. 


‘““Wonder why it was that the plea of 
the Senior Editor for personal jokes, 
brought one in the shape of a fifty cent 
piece, generously given by a dignified 
Senior?” 


When Mr. Barnes asked for ideas for 
the High School paper, Ned Putnam re- 
marked: “‘Well, I’ve got an idea that I’ll 
know something some day.” 


= 


Mrs. Long—‘‘Russell, did you have to 
go to Adah’s to work a problem?” 

Mr. Long—‘‘It was only a matrimonial 
problem, I guess.”’ 


First girl (passing Miss Allen’s room) 
—‘Wonder what smells so funny.”’ 

Marjorie Lawhead—‘‘Must be Miss Al- 
len’s dead languages.”’ 


“Do you know, said Mr. Tait, ‘‘that I 
began life as a barefoot boy?” 

Mr. Keckly—‘‘Well I wasn’t born with 
shoes on either.”’ 


Passing a swimming school in a small 
city, Blanche Putnam and Lorena Miller 
read this sign at the entrance: 

25,000 GALS. IN AND OUT EVERY 

MINUTBR.”’ 

‘“That’s all nonsense,’ said Blanche, 
“there are not that many girls in this 
whole town.”’ 
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live in it as much as 
you can, it won't hurt you. 


No man cares fora “‘Fop” 
but EVERY MAN likes to 
see Youth have a care for 
the ‘‘Just Right’ in every- 
thing, even in CLOTHES 
for Clothes are the means 
to many a helpful end... 
The EMERSON FALL SUITS & OVERCOATS 
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New Fall Hats and Caps Ready 
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COPYRIGHT 





feels it yoh duty to tell a friend de truth. 


But de chances are you’ll be so disagree- Theodric Neal and Herschel Stephan 


able ’bout it dat he’ll get mad an’ lose all 
de benefit. 


Mr. Barnes—‘‘You don’t claim that your 
geography review is any better than the 
one we are now using, do you?” 

Agent—‘‘Well, I should say so. Why 
we have got down several south African 
creeks in ours that haven’t been discov- 
ered yet.’’ 

Miss Thomas—‘‘What is the difference 
between epithet and epitaph?”’’ 

Willis H—‘‘An epithet is applied to 
a man before he is dead, an epitaph after 
he is dead.” 


Carl Ankele—‘‘Pa, what is a ‘Bohem- 
ian?’ 

Mr. Ankele—‘A man who’ll let you 
share your last dollar with him.” 


| 
EH HMNIN . 
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JUNIOR LOCALS 
‘‘Sometimes,’’ said Uncle Eben ‘“yoh What They Are Doing This Summer 


spent the summer in trying to convince 
Mr. Stephan that two boys are half a boy 
when it comes to helping out in a clear- 
ance sale. I guess they succeeded. 


Carl Ankele made a tour of the United 
States advertising for Shai & Hill, pass- 
ing through the following well known 
cities: Kirkersville, Hebron, Clay Lick 
Utica, St. Louisville and Mt. Vernon. 


Harry Douce was delivery boy in his 
father’s drug store during the summer. 
It is said he made a great many trips 
to lith street. 


Clyde Alexander spent busy vacation in 
managing Buckeye Lake. 


Willis Handel was a department in 
Long’s Department Store for part of the 
summer. 
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If You Want The Best Cakes and Confectionery buy it at 














Weiant & Crawmer’s Bakery 


Coulter Hardware 


Hunting Goods, Hunting Coats, Rifles, Shells and 
Shot Guns. 


Dr. Carl J. Russel Worker 


s | earn you more money when Ev 
ALL WORK PAINLESS en the opportunity. We fur- 
GUARANTEED SEO eee ee ee 


aps you had better ask us 





about it. 
Directly over American Tribune Office Interest paid on certificates of 
deposit and savings accounts. 
24: West Main The 


oie Newark Trust Co. 
| am a member of the Alumni NEWARK, OHIO 


Association Capital $200,000.00 
Surplus $125,000.00 


The D. L. Jones company Keep Klean 





Sdad Voum Eutdie len Your Bundle To The 
General Hardware 


Sporting cooas  LiCKing Laundry C0. 


Guns ard We Make A Specialty Of 
Ammunition Dry Cleaning 


West Park Place Phone 1982, LICKING LAUNDRY Co. 
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Donald Vail spent the cntire summer 
in running his automobile up and down 
fourth street. 

Lorine Coulter spent the summer in lec- 
turing at various chautauquas on “‘How to 
Raise Poultry Sucessfully.” 


“Mercy sake Mrs. Duck, what are you 
eating those tacks for?” 
“Why, I’m going to lay a carpet.” 


Miss Foos is preparing the third period 
German class for the German stage. 

‘How is Harry doing with the piano?”’ 

Mrs. Siegel—‘‘Very good, he can play 
with both hands now and says he will 
be able to play by his ear in six months.” 


Firmness—My stubborness. 
Stubborness—Your firmness. 


Mr. Jones—‘“‘And now my daughter, you 
must take a course in modern history.’’ 

Mary Jones—‘‘What’s the use papa? 
I’ve studied ancient history, and you said 
Listory always repeated itself.’’ 


I suppose you hold that a man never 
should deceive his wife.” 

Herman Wolf—‘‘Oh no? [I wouldn’t go 
so far as that. How would he ever be able 
to get her if he didn’t deceive her?”’ 


Auto monster of such hideous mein, 
That to be hated needs but to be seen! 
But seen too oft, familiar with its clash, 
One first endures, then mounts and goes 
to smash. “RED REEHSE. 


Mr. Cromer—‘“I found the “Not to be 
used except in case of fire” placard those 
boys stole out of the corridor.”’’ 

Mr. Barnes—‘‘Where?”’ 

Mr. Cromer—‘“They had nailed it up 
over the coal bin.”’ 

Mrs. Mercer—‘‘Oh, Gaylord, you 
naughty boy, you’vye been smoking! Poor 
darling do you feel very bad?”’ 

Gaylord (who has been brought up 
properly) ‘‘Thank you, I’m dying.”’ 

Mrs. Kiger—‘‘Ruth, I’m thinking of 
sending you to a boarding school.” 





Ruth Felumlee—‘Why Auntie, I never 
intend to keep boarders.”’ 

“So he broke off the engagement, eh? 
Did she take it to heart?’”’ 

“No to court.” 


_ Miss Thomas says no Junior is allowed 
to be on the street after supjer, and if 
she sees anyone she will keep asking 
questions of that person the next day until 
she tinds one he doesn’t know and then 
give him zero. 


SOPHOMORE LOCALS 


Doubtless, the Freshmen will recover 
from their stage fright and also revive 
their knowledge of the left hand and the 


right. The Sophomores certainly wish 


that this would come about as the halls 
are almost impassable. 


Mr. Beatty—‘“‘Homer, what can you say 
of the Medes and Persians?” 

Homer H.—‘‘Oh, I never keep track of 
those minor league teams.”’ 


Mr. Moninger—‘‘Ralph, name some 
events that took place during the reign 
ot Titus;’’ 

Ralph Cherry—‘‘The destruction of 
Pompei and Herculanium,”’ 

Mr. Moninger—‘‘Tell us about it.’’ 

Ralph C.—‘“‘They were discovered in 
the eighteenth century and they have been 
making evacuations ever since.” 


Mr. Dickerson—‘‘George, how long is 
Hgypt?”’ 
George H.—‘‘Oh, about four months.”’ 


Favorite Songs 

“The Barber Shop Chord’’—Belford 
Cheadle. 

‘Beautiful Byes’’—Hazel Southard. 

“BHvery Little Movement Has a Meaning 
all Its Own’”—Edwin Warner. 

“Oh, You Beautiful Doll’’—Nellie 
Fleming. 

“TIT Want a Girl Just Like the Girl That 
Married Dear Old Dad.’’—Fred Nehls. 

‘“Starlight’—Kathryn Jones. 


Miss Vance (in English class)——-There 
is quite a good bit of slang that can be 
*eut out” of that. 








CARROLL’S 
= NEW ARRIVALS! 
Everything for FALL 


whenever you re ready 


COATS, SUITS, DRESSES 


For The Young Ladies 


Arrow Shirts and Collars 
For The Young Men 


JOHN J. CARROLL 


Its An Art To Dress Well 
We Are Artists 


IN OUR OWN LINE AND WILL HELP 
YOU TO BE PROPERLY DRESSED IF f 
YOU WILL GIVE US A CHANCE... | . 


The Hub 


WE DO NOT SELL CHEAP CLOTHES, 
BUT WE SELL GOOD CLOTHES CHEAP 
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IT WILL PAY YOU TO COME HERE FOR YOUR CLOTHES If YOU WISH THEM RIGHT 
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The Freshies are as they should be, 
The meekest ‘‘Mutts’”’ that one can see. 


The students of Room 5 would like to 
know why Helen Laughlin occupies the 
seat in front of Mr. Moninger’s desk. 

Some of our teachers favorite sayings: 

Miss Wotring—‘‘I want the room to be 
quiet, now.”’ 


Mr. Moninger—tThat is sufficient. 
Miss Sparks—Stand up and tell it. 
Mr. Carr—I presume. 

Miss Foos—Now, boys and girls. 


We Sophomores surely so need a barrel 


-of salt as the Freshmen this year were 


picked before they were through blossom- 


ing, 


Adria H.—Wonder why it is so cold 
ihis afternoon. 

Helen L.—The thermometer has gone 
down. (Considerable brains for a 
sophomore. ) 


If Doris Avery were in danger, 
Would Dale Warner? 


Wanted—Some one to donate Lou Ella 
Hawkins a ribbon for the end of her hair. 

To know for whom Ruth Robinson had 
her picture taken lately. 

To know why Doris’ camera broke after 
taking I. K.’s and U. H.’s picture. 


(Ruth Kirk in Sunday School) 
Teacher—‘“What happened to Balylon?”’ 
Ruth—‘‘It fell. 


Teacher—‘What became of Nineveh?’’ 

Ruth—"It was destroyed.” 

Teacher—‘‘And what happened _ to 
Tyre?” 

Ruth—‘It was punctured.” 


Mother—‘“‘I want you to stay away from 
that Jones boy as far as possible. He is 
the worst boy in school.’’ 

John Chester—‘I always do. He is at 
the head of the class all the time while 
I am at the foot.” 


George Pfeffer—‘‘Did you get any 
marks at school today, Homer?”’ 

Homer Easterday—‘‘Yes, but they are 
where they don’t show.” 


Mr. Dickerson—‘‘Joseph, what are 
cereals?”’ 
Joseph Hawkins—‘‘They are wild 
grasses,’ 


Said a little Freshman to Ruth Hirst— 
“Oh, Ruth, don’t you love Miss Sparks’’’ 
Ruth—‘‘Yes, she is my favorite teacher.’’ 


Richard Stevens—One vast, substantial 
smile. 

Ruth Hirst—So fair, but oh, so tall. 
George Cole—A very courteous gentle- 
man. 


Some pupils have gotten into the hanpit 
of saying “I don’t know” in the English 
class in room 13, 5th period. There will 
be a row some day. 


FRESHMAN LOCALS 


Please be polite and call the Freshmen 
“Ninth Graders.’’ Don’t call us Freshmen, 
we, especially the girls, don’t like it. 





One day while Mr. Bowers was talking 
about the people in the southern part of 
Ohio still using oxen, John Pitzer got up 
and said: ‘“‘Well you don’t have to go very 


far to see oxen, we have some of them 
on our place.” 


The girl that Jones took to the ball, 
Was certainly a sight. 

So awkward and so very tall, 
So green, but powdered white. 
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PIANOS 


The best salesman for the Rawlings Piano is the Piano itself. 


PIANOS 


For fine homes are KNAKE BROS. CO.—SMITH & NIXON and RAWLINGS. You 
can see them at any time at the RAWLINGS MUSIC STORE 


PIANO PLAYERS 


Enjoy yourself and buy a VICTROLA from A. L. RAWLINGS and play it on your 
summer porch 


$15., $25. $40., $50., $75., $100., $150. and $200. on Easy Terms 
4N. Side Square A. LL. RAWLINGS | Newark, Ohio 


SMITH & BROOME 


HEADQUARTERS FOR UP-TO-DATE MILLINERY 
30 ARCADE | 





DENTIST BO''TH PHONES 


DR. EMERY 


‘‘A Stitch in Time Saves Nine” 


When you need a pair 
of New and Up-To- 
Date Shoes, callat 


, Newark Bargain Shoe Store 


27 South Park Place 







Taking care of a Tooth in time may save 
nine aches and the Tooth 


DR.H. R. EMERY, Dentist 





we Save 357 to 50% 
Scott Building, cor 8rd and Church Sts. Z. BY TRADING 
Entrance on Church St. We have Both Phores af) WITH US 


« 


THOSE WHO KNOW GOOD CANDY 


When they see it should look at some of 





our delicious concoctions, We Know 
AA pe, RY, Ee. What good caudy means, and nothing 
ALS Oe If but the purest and choicest ingredients 
1° Ae \ ates a. p £ 


ae 
a 


if 


are used, and they are made by methods 
that insure them being tempting and 
toothsoime in consisteucy, flavor and gen- 
eral excellenee. Try our Hot Chocolate 
aud Delicious Ice Cream. 


~—- The Busy Bee 
HIGH SCHOOL PINS AND FOBS 


HAYNES BROTHERS 


JEWELERS sss OPTICIANS 












































22 THE REVEILLE 


EXCHANGES 


Since no papers of other High Schools 
have been recived, there are no exchanges. 
Please send Exchanges to the Editor of 
that department, Howard Mossman, R. 
D. 8. 


A society lady, usually late ,turned up 
at a function with the earliest arrivals. 
Her friends, much amazed, approached her 
and said: ‘‘You are early of late. You 
used to be behind, but now you are first 
at last.” 


A young man leading a dog by a string 
lounged up to the ticket office of a railway 
station and inquired: ‘‘Must I—aw—take 
a ticket for a puppy” 

“No, you can travel as an ordinary 
passenger,’’ was the reply. 


An aged colored man was engaged in 
burning the grass off the lawn of a young 


broker, when the latter returned to his 
home and thinking to have some fun with 
the old man, said: ‘‘Sambo, if you burn 
that grass the entire lawn. will be as 
black as you are.” 


“Dat’s all right, suh,’’ responded the 
negro, “Some of dese days dat grass will 
grow up an’ be as green as youh are.” 


Latin Teacher—‘‘May, what does the 
future perfect tense denote?’’ 

May—It denotes something that has 
already happened in the future.’’ 


“It’s always dangerous to jump at con- 
clusions,’’ said the careful man, ‘‘You’1e 
liable to make yourself ridiculous.” 

“That’s right,’’ replied the other, “I 
jumped at the conclusion of a ferry boat 
once and missed it.’’ 


a. “Why are you limping’?’’ 


“T sat down on the spur of the moment.”’ 














The Building Of To Day 
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Ga Our 1912 Fall Models and Woolens in Young 
Men’s Smart Clothes at 


$10. $15. $20. and $25. 


are ready for your inspection 


ffEsvae 
THE CLOTHIE?! 


"The Store of Newark Eh bse Sey Counts" 


NEWARK SHOE REPAIRING (0, a 
yy ye Willians ¢ ibe 


Mens’ Soles Ladies’ Soles 
75 cents 60 cents ee lL He... 
Sewed Sewed 


Work Called for and Delivered All Work Guaranteed Arcade Jai | (NK 


Auto Ebene = Jim Broughton i ee OF 
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Old Home 


Something Good The Lyric Theatre Lyric Theatre 
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Hall’s Sodas and Ices THE HOME OF 
Hall’s Candies . Moving Pictures 
Nowhere else quite so good as a Shows nothing but The Best. 


Four New Reels Daily 
GALLAGHER 


Hall’s Drug Store 
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The Building Of Yesterday 


Do not these cuts themselves, speak for the progress of our School? 


These plates kindly loaned by the Advocate Printing Co. 








THE 
MAZDA THEATRE 


The most popular Motion 
Picture House in the city, 


always showing the latest 





and best pictures in the city 
5 cents 


The Fair 


In The Middle Of Arcade 
The Great Variety Store of 
Newark. 


White China For Decorating 


A Specialty 


NEWARK WALL PAPER CO, 


THE ONLY EXCLUSIVE 
WALL PAPER STORE IN 
NEWARK. 


ON THE SQUARE 


When Yon Need Good Drugs go to 


W. A. Erman 


The Original Cut Rate Druggist 


Chas. R. Cheadle 
| BARBER 


To Come Once Is To Come Again 


Admission - = 





InN 


NUDD ENCANA 
(LOTS 


from $15.00 Up 


this means Clothes 
that are distinct- 


2 | ively different at 
Sorie nd Cinthe 


They measure up Absolutely to your expectations 


See Our Dollar-Ninety Hat Specials 
The Great Western 


H. C. Bostwick & Co. 


Jewelers Opticians 


Reliable Goods at Low Prices 
Fine Watch Repairing a Specialty 





The eyes scientifically fitted with Glasses 
No charge for examination 


East Side Square Newark, Ohio 


THE TOUNG MEN'S CHRISTIAN ASSOCIATION 


SHOULD BE 


Your Home, Club and Meeting Place 


WHEN YOU ARE DOWN TOWN 
You Are Welcome 


RUSSEL'S PHOTO STUDIO 


High Grade Photography 
Special Rates to Students 
133 East Side Square Newark, Ohio 
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BEAUTY & STYLE IN EVERY LINE 


There are some products of mankind in which anyone can detect the hand of a master. 
Using the season’s styles as models, MITCHELL & MIRACLE’S clothes are beautifully 
designed and the fine tailoring follows the spirit of the design to the very letter. 


$15.00 TO $35.00 


Come in and have your try-on today. Every inch of ‘ 
Stetson Hats every fabric in every garment all-wool. Satisfaction Bates Street Shirts 
always or a new suit. 


Malloroy Cravenneted 


MITCHELL & MIRAGE =” 


Men’s and Boy’s Outfitters 





